CHAPTER 201 
November 14, 2011 
Hip Hip 
Hip Hip 
When you're on a golden sea 
You don’t need no memory 
Just a place to call your own 
As we drift into the zone 
On an island in the sun 
We'll be playing and having fun 
And it makes me feel so fine 
| can’t control my brain 
“Wait... stop.” 


So Marie had come back around to bug Justin about guitar lessons again. It wasn’t 
like it was out of the norm mind you; as much as Justin despised her just dropping in 
out of nowhere to force him to teach her how to play an instrument, it wasn’t 
uncommon, and by this point he had come to expect it. He still wasn’t a huge fan of 
her not even dropping him a line or something to say she was coming over, but he 
supposed he couldn’t complain too much. She was here now, so might as well. 
Gotta say though; she had some pretty shitty timing in the regard that she always 
seem to drop in when Maya managed to get some time off from work. Usually she 
said something that managed to tick Maya off, so Maya usually left the house very 
quickly after Marie’s arrival. Today though, she just didn’t give a damn. She was still 
really fucking sick from the television... like it was getting worse every day. Justin 
was getting really worried about her to the point where he wasn’t even leaving the 
house just to make sure she was alright. He had dragged her out to Junes yesterday 
hoping maybe getting some fresh air would help her, but he suspected it only made 
it worse. In a way, Justin was incredibly reluctant about doing a guitar lesson today 
of all days simply because he didn’t want to disturb his sick sister while she tried to 
rest. Alas, Marie wasn’t having any of that shit despite how much he tried to object. 
Justin had to settle for sending Maya up to his room and hoping the noise would get 
muted out by the door between them. Justin probably should have let her have his 
room and bed when she was this sick anyway. 


“What's the problem?” Justin remarked with slight annoyance, though also slight 
relief. The less noise they made, the better. All the same though, Marie had the 
habit of not leaving until she actually learned something, so perhaps taking a break 
was just going to stall the inevitable. All Justin wanted was for her to get out of the 
house till Maya was at least well enough to get out of bed on her own. Marie 
scowled slightly as she removed her fingers from the strings of her guitar, staring at 
her instrument with a combination of annoyance and sadness. It wasn’t like the 
guitar was doing anything wrong; if anyone was to blame for the anger that was 
building up within her it was Justin. But she was damn sure she was going to take 
out her anger on something, and in this case it was just much easier to blame her 
guitar for making such sweet yet grating sounds at the same time. She didn’t want 
sweet; she wanted dark and gritty. And she didn’t need... whatever the hell these 
lyrics were... They were... too happy. Yeah that was the problem. Too cheery for her 
tastes. And that was the ONLY reason her head felt like it was about to split open 
like an overripe watermelon... Why did Justin have to bring memories into this? She 
just wanted to turn her poetry into music, not this... 


“This song. | hate it. Pick another one.” Marie demanded angrily with annoyance, 
flinching slightly as the pain in her head shot through her entire body like thunder 
struck a pool of water. Justin spotted the flinch of course, but he wasn’t sure what 
had caused it, so he just passed it off as an odd reaction. After all, she couldn’t 
possibly hate this song THAT much. Hell, it was shocking she hated it at all; 
everyone on the Investigation Team sure as hell seemed to enjoy this stuff. What 
were the odds they were all into Weezer? | mean, | guess Yosuke and Rise were 
both into Power Pop, so the Green Album and Make Believe appealed to them, and 
Justin and Chie were into the heavier stuff, ala Pinkerton; but the rest, Justin simply 
couldn’t explain the coincidence of them all liking this stuff. He’d like to just say 
because it was good music, but he had learned gradually over the years that good 
music doesn’t sell. 


“Well like it or not, you need to practice those chords; and this is a good starting 
point.” Justin countered with slight annoyance. He supposed there were plenty of 
songs he could teach Marie that had a slow, easy chord progression, but he didn’t 
feel like scrambling through his brain to remember what they were, nor was he ina 
good enough mood to be taking many requests as it was. He had all this shit going 
on with Benedict, and then his sister could barely walk on her own upstairs, Yu was 
Slowly killing himself with grief in the hospital, and Nanako was probably in a coma 
given that she still hadn’t waken up by this point. Life sucked, and he didn’t need 
any bitching and moaning to make it any worse than it already was. “What exactly 
is the problem here anyway? It’s a good song.” Justin continued, failing to bite his 
tongue. He got that everybody was entitle to an opinion and all that. But her opinion 
was Stupid. She was stupid. Stupid face. Marie just continued to glare this almost 
entitled stare, as if she deserved exactly what she wanted right now, and if she 
didn’t get it there would be hell to pay. 


“It’s too... upbeat. | don’t like it. It’s stupid.” Marie continued. Of course the problem 
wasn’t that it was too upbeat for her, though it certainly didn’t help. The simple fact 
of the matter though was she was sick of searching for her past memories. 
Narukami had recommended to her that she should just focus on making new 
memories if she couldn’t remember the old. And that was what she was going to try 
to do, but damn; sometimes it was so hard. Especially when Justin was cramming a 
song that was evidently about memories down her throat. | think Marie missed the 
entire point of the song, but alright; cool whatever. Justin shook his head a bit with 
slight annoyance. Upbeat wasn’t necessarily bad thing. Just mostly a bad thing. 


“So... what? You want more angst?” Justin remarked after a moment, crossing his 
arms and raising hs eyebrow with slight exasperation. | guess holidays in the sun 
just weren’t edgy enough of this girl. She didn’t respond of course, though that was 
partially because she didn’t actually know what angst was. Most of what she had 
learned about this world came from either A, being dragged about with Narukami 
and exploring, or B, listening to that blonde haired witch that thought it was funny 
to leave her poetry all over the place. Oh don’t think Marie was unaware of what 
she was doing; she was, and very pissed off too. She didn’t scatter HER private 
documents all over the place... though, that’s probably because she didn’t have 
any. Maybe the nose did? Would explain what he was doing whenever he seemed to 
disappear for some time in that crammed car. | mean, it’s not like there was 
anything outside of the limousine or anything. Just fog. Lots and lots of fog. 


But yeah, it was strange angst was never used to describe Marie within the confines 
of the room. A hell of a lot of other words sure found their way into conversations; 
not all of them necessarily flattering as she had come to discover. That’s probably 
why no one ever talked in the limo anymore; last time they had to get a window 
repaired after Marie was done throwing a temper tantrum. Thank god they just sort 
of stockpiled Yu’s money from all that compendium shit he did. Which was strange 
because he never really took advantage of his other Personas... | don’t think anyone 
ever explained to him how he was supposed to change Personas. He’d figure it out, 
but alas, there wasn’t much use for it anymore. And even if there was, it most 
certainly would be awkward now that Maya seemed to have the exact same 
Persona as him. Though... how she was going to summon a Persona without being 
able to speak, Yu wasn’t sure. Would it still work if she did sign-language? Hell, 
maybe they never even needed to shout Persona in the first place; he couldn’t 
imagine why it would change anything. 


All that aside, yes, more angst would certainly be an improvement. Justin sighed a 
bit as Marie stared at him with those demanding eyes, commanding him to pick 
something more to her tastes. Perhaps she didn’t realize he was the teacher here 
and knew a fuck load more than her about how to do his job. Pehaps she didn’t 
realize she couldn’t force him to teach her anything if he didn’t want to, and if he 
was going to get all bitchy over song choices, well he certainly didn’t want to; but 
alas he just wanted to get Marie out of the house so Maya would get some rest, and 


that meant he had to avoid any confrontation or arguments for the time being. 
Perhaps he’d fire himself another day, but for now, he needed to play along with 
Marie’s game. “...Fine, fine... I'll go get the My Chemical Romance albums.” Justin 
rolled his eyes a bit. Why exactly did he have My Chemical Romance? Who knows; 
he did go through an emo stage when he was fourteen; these were probably 
memoirs of a ‘better’ time. If by better you mean god awful. 


Justin sighed as he pushed himself up from the coach. He was being only a little 
sarcastic about grabbing some CD’s, after all, he was teaching her how to play 
guitar, not having her listen to music; but he figured that it might help if she could 
actually hear the songs... plus, Justin didn’t actually know how to play any of that 
Emo stuff; he’d have to figure it out by ear. Or just look up the tabs on the internet. 
Either way, he was going to have to go up to his room to get the materials he 
needed for their new lesson. Which he totally objected to on several levels for the 
record. All the same, he slowly inched his way up the stairs, trying to be silent as he 
creaked his way up each step. There was no way he was going to be able to do this 
without disturbing Maya mind you, but he could try to minimize the interruption as 
much as possible. At least, that had been the plan; but then he slowly pushed the 
door to his room open to search for his music collection when he laid eyes on Maya. 


She was wrapped up tightly in the bed sheets, shivering slightly in a combination of 
pain and a chill. She looked like she wanted to squirm about in her agony, but she 
was gripping the blanket to close to her body to really move. And to think this all 
started out with some sneezing and a cough... Now she had trouble just balancing 
when she stood. Justin frowned with great despair and sadness as he observed her 
from a distance. It was mortifying to think she was in such pain and there wasn’t 
anything he could do to ease the agony. He didn’t know what kind of medicine to 
give her and she refused to go to the hospital. She seemed to have all the strength 
in the world when it came to resisting being carried off to a doctor. After all, she 
didn’t want to be euthanized by their so called ‘medical experts.’ More like 
murderers. Justin sighed before slowly creeping over, ignoring the albums for a time 
being to make his way over to the bed, taking a seat beside where she laid. She 
knew he was there, though she didn’t so much as turn to face him. Not that Justin 
couldn’t see her face from his elevation. Her eyes were clamped tightly shut and 
her teeth were clenched tight in an attempt at holding back the screams. 


“I’m really sorry about Marie.” Justin apologized as he watched over her 
protectively, as if his mere presence would ward away the sickness creeping into 
Maya’s chest, clenching her heart tight and shooting fiery death through her 
arteries. “You feeling any better up here? You need anything? Soup? Another 
blanket? How about some more pillows? | can get you your iPod if you’re getting 
bored.” Justin spewed a million questions at the poor girl in what he thought was 
him being nice, but in truth only served to give Maya a huge headache. She was 
already hurting enough without her head pounding mind you, so while she 
appreciated the kindly gesture, she also kind of hated it at the same time. She just 


held her blanket in tighter opening her mouth just slightly to let out a slight 
whimper. You know; for a girl who had been shot before and almost burned alive, 
she hadn’t quite experienced pain like this. | mean... something about it seemed so 
familiar, yet so different at the same time; and even then she was in far too much 
pain to really be thinking straight. 


Justin was quick to slip the back of his palm beneath the strands of hair that 
covered Maya’s forehead, trying to get a feel for her temperature. The worst part 
about whatever it was Maya had contracted was that there was no visible signs that 
directly linked any kind of illness to her. She had no fever, the back of her tongue 
wasn’t white; her palms were a little clamy, but that was more from her trying cover 
herself with every blanket at her disposal than it was her body trying to burn off 
whatever was inside it. There was clearly something wrong with Maya from a purely 
medical standpoint, but her body wasn’t doing a damn thing to get rid of it or show 
that it was waging war with the intruding force. And that was what concerned Justin. 
“Still no fever... Christ it kills me to see you like this. | wish there was something | 
could do...” Justin sighed, eyes nearly tearing up. So much shit had happened over 
the past week... he didn’t need something bad happening to his sister making the 
top of that list. Not when all they had fought for was coming to an end. Not after she 
could have been protected from the other side. Maya whimpered again, trying to 
gather the energy to turn around and face Justin, but giving up hopelessly after a 
mere few seconds. 


“My chest... it hurts...” She mouthed off, tears in her eyes. Or at least, there were 
until Justin wiped them clean off using the side of his index finger. He’d just offer 
her a tissue to do it herself, but the fact of the matter was Justin wasn’t quite sure 
she had the strength to do even the simplest of tasks at this point. All of her energy 
had been diverted to numbing out the pain... and yet somehow it was still failing 
miserably. Whatever this thing she had caught was, whatever it was doing on the 
inside of her body... It was winning. Justin bit his bottom lip for a moment before 
grabbing Maya by the hand, letting her squeeze onto him should she feel pain. 
Justin was almost positive his bones had broken on several occasions, each one 
corresponding to a sudden surge of agonizing pain shooting through her body in 
waves. 


“Hey, just hang in there...” Justin tried to reassure the poor lass as she squeezed 
onto his hand as if letting go would mean certain death for her. And had she not 
known any better, she’d almost think that statement to be true. All she knew for 
certain at this point was that the pain got worse each and every day, and she was 
having trouble just holding on as the time flew by, taking away with them the last of 
her bodily defenses against the disease coursing through her veins like venom. 
There were times where she began to hyperventilate, either because the pain was 
too much for her to auto breather or because the pain felt like it was crushing her 
lungs between two boulders, and the only thing that could help her regain control of 
her body before she experienced a complete system crash was to hold her breath 


and just swallow back the odd sensation creeping up inside of her throat. “I can’t 
just leave you like this... If you won’t go to the hospital, you’ve at least got to let me 
help you. Uh... what’s the pain like? Can you describe it to me?” It was quiet for a 
moment, save the slight sound of Maya taking deep breaths in hopes of keeping her 
body up and functioning. It was difficult to tell what it was... but she thought she 
had a good idea what kind of pain this was. She had experienced it all too many 
times before; she just couldn’t recognize it till now. And even then, there was 
something odd about it. She slowly turned her eyes back up to Justin, tears still 
finding their way to the tips of her eyelashes before crawling down her cheels. 


“_..It feels like heartbreak.” 
MUSIC 


Island in the Sun - Weezer 


